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Mayor of Glastonbury was going to withdraw his outstretched
head. There was a sound of expectoration; and this sound was
a good deal more disagreeable to the ears of Mr. Geard than the
other had been. And then he heard with appalling distinctness the
voice of the old woman saying to the old man. "'Spit on the
brown paper, John. Spit on the brown paper I did lay out
for 'eel"
Bloody Johnny drew back his head and once more pulled the
purple coverlet tightly round his chin. "Nineue'' he murmured
aloud, trying to recall what it had been in the intonation of that
voice from behind the fireplace that had given his heart such a
shock. Had he dreamed of his heart being sick and yellow, like
the driven moon, before he heard that voice crying out? Yes he
had. He most assuredly had. And he had been dreaming of the
name "Nineue^ before he heard it cried. And he had thought of
the word "Nineue" ... it had come suddenly into his head in
place of something else . . . before he dreamed of it. Or had he
dreamed of it and thought of it too after he had heard that voice?
"Damn!" said Bloody Johnny to himself, "It must have been
that old pantaloon, down there, talking to his wife; and in my
dream I made it out to be a voice/'
He had reached this point in his cogitations when he suddenly
found himself sitting straight up in the creaking little bed in a
grievous fit of pure fear. He knew that voice was going to be
lifted up again. He knew it was. Nothing could stop it from being
lifted up again. In just one second he would be hearing it again.
It would be crying "Xineue" just as it had done before. "If it
does," he thought, "I shall run out on that bridge. I shall knock
at that girl's door. She couldn't not let me in. She couldn't not!"
But he clenched his hands together stubbornly and stared at the
red fire, resolute, in his massive way, to beat down this fear, to
beat it down and hold it down, so that it should not grow into
panic; so that it should not get into his legs. So far it was only in
his heart and in his throat. But he could feel it descending. It
ran down a funnel ... the fear-funnel it was that it ran down
. . . inside his ribs . . . no, between his spine and his stomach.
Tightly, tightly, he clasped his hands together staring at the fire,